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" I've lived and experienced everything in my day. I've
loved women and girls, I've trodden the steppe, I've rejoiced
in fatherhood and I've killed men, have gone myself to face
death, and delighted in the blue sky. What new thing can
life show me ? Nothing! And I can die! It won't be so
terrible. I can play at war without risk. I'm not rich, and
my loss won't be great"
A flood of memories poured through his mind as he lay
at the latest woman's side. Old friends, old faces, former
voices,   scraps  of  conversation,   laughter.   His memory
turned to contemplation of the beloved steppe, and suddenly,
blindingly it opened its expanse before him. He saw the
summer cartroad, a bullock-wagon with his father sitting
on the cross-tree, the ploughed land and the golden brush
of harvested grain, a black sprinkle of ravens on the road.
As his mind wandered among memories of the irrevocable
/past, it stumbled against Aksinia. " My love, my unfor-
gettable love! " he thought, and contemptuously shifted
away from the woman sleeping at his side. Sighing, he
impatiently awaited the dawn, and hardly had the sun
begun to tinge the east with hues of raspberry and gold
when he jumped up, washed, and went to his horse.